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dresses being often affected by the creatures of the town, at once consulting cheapness and the pretension to modesty. She went on with a familiar, easy air, ' Your friend, Mr Honeycomb, is a little surprised to see a woman here alone and unattended; but I dismissed my coach at the gate and tripped it down to my counsel's chambers, for lawyers' fees take up too much of a small disputed jointure to admit any other expenses but mere necessaries/ Mr Honeycomb begged they might have the honour of setting her down, for Sir Roger's servant was gone to call a coach. In the interim the footman returned with no coach to be had; and there appeared nothing to be done but trusting herself with Mr Honeycomb and his friend, to wait at the tavern at the gate for a coach, or be subjected to all the impertinence she must meet with in that public place. Mr Honeycomb being a man of honour determined the. choice of the first, and Sir Roger, as the better man, took the lady by the hand, leading, through all the shower covering her with his hat, and gallanting a familiar acquaintance, through rows of young fellows who winked at Sukey in the state she marched off, Will Honeycomb bringing up the rear.
Much importunity prevailed upon the fair one to admit of a collation, where, after declaring she had no stomach, and eaten a couple of chickens, devoured a truffle of salad, and drunk a full bottle to her share, she sung ' The Old Man's Wish 'l to Sir Roger. The knight left the room for some time after supper, and writ the following billet, which he conveyed to Sukey,
i In a song with this title by W. Pope, printed early in the eighteenth century, and beginning:
If I live to grow old, for I find I go down,
the writer prayed that his fate might be to have a warm country-house, an easy nag, a dish of roast mutton, with pudding on Sundays, and stout, and a reserve of Burgundy wine for the vicar. He hoped it might be said of him:
He governed his passion with an absolute sway, And grew wiser and better as his strength wore away,